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Half-choked with rage, King Robert fiercely said,
'Open: 'tis I, the King! Art thou afraid?3                  40
The frightened sexton, muttering, with a curse,
4This is some drunken vagabond, or worse!5
Turned the great key and flung the portal wide;
A man rushed by him at a single stride.
Haggard, half-naked, without hat or cloak,                 45
\Vho neither turned, nor looked at him, nor spoke,
But leaped into the blackness of the night,
And vanished like a spectre from his sight.
Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane
And Valmond, Emperor of Allemaine,                        50
Despoiled of his magnificent attire,
Bareheaded, breathless, and besprent with mire,
With sense of wrong and outrage desperate,
Strode on and thundered at the palace gate;
Rushed through the courtyard, thrusting in his rage
To right and left each seneschal and page,                  56
And hurried up the broad and sounding stair,
His white face ghastly in the torches' glare.
From hall to hall he passed with breathless speed;
Voices and cries he heard, but did not heed,              60
Until at last he reached the banquet-room,
Blazing with light, and breathing with perfume.
There on the dais sat another king,
Wearing his robes, his crown, his signet-ring,
King Robert's self in features, form, and height,         65
But all transfigured with angelic light!
It was an Angel; and his presence there
With a divine effulgence filled the air,